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The man who had analysed, reconstructed and recorded for the
future all these vanities, passions and intrigues, was no more than a
heavy corpse stretched out on a bed.

Professor Lartois turned away to the window that they might not see
his tears.

CHAPTER  FIVE

The Return to Mauglaives

THE builders were on the roofs of Mauglaives. The painters were
whistling on their ladders in the galleries. Tall scaffolding had been
erected in front of the facades. The cracks were being secured with iron
pins that looked like sutures. The courtyards were heaped with tiles.

Throughout the day Jean-Noel walked about the building in riding-
breeches. Christian Leluc, a scarf about his neck,, generally accompanied
him. Jean-Noel had been delighted to invite the young pianist to spend
the summer at Mauglaives so as to infuriate Lydia. But then, Christian
had taste. Both Jean-Noel and he had been educated in the school of the
Three Bees. And the two young men were enjoying a splendid building-
game, with real turrets, real walls and real ceilings.

" I see the Marshals' Gallery with bright yellow panelling picked out
in gold, and the furniture covered in royal blue, the blue of the Order
of Saint Louis, a startling contrast/' said Leluc.

And then suddenly there would be trouble.

"Who told you to pick out that moulding in mauve?" Jean-Noel
would say to the painters.

"Monsieur Leluc, Monsieur le Baron ..."

"Monsieur Leluc does not give orders. Take it out and make it
cherry-coloured, as we decided."

And Leluc would sulk for half a day.

The workmen hated this black insect, this sort of spider who fell con-
stantly among them, by what thread no one could tell, and whose orders
had half the time to be obeyed, and half the time not, who made
sneaking reports to Jean-Noel, though he was sometimes snubbed by
him.

Nor did the workmen like Jean-Noel, who had no gift for command.
They were shocked by the waste of time and materials, exasperated
at having to be polite and attentive while Jean-Noel and Christian held
interminable discussions, patterns of stuffs in their hands.
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